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| ‘A RISE IN (MEZZO)-TINTOS. 
| 


Droprep in at the Galleries of Messrs. Toos. Acnew & Sons, 
398, Old Bond Street, to pay respects to a few Princes, Duchesses, 
| Earls, Actors, and Actresses. Apparently it was a Court mourning 
| day, as they were all in black and white. Should have felt ex- 
| tremely uncomfortable in such shady society but for the charming 
| manners of all the ladies and gentlemen there assembled. Romney 
| first, with his Black-Eyed-Susan Countess of Westmoreland, his 
most interesting Sir Hyde Parker, and handsome Mrs. Yates as 
| Melpomene, or Melpomene as Mrs. Yates; ’tis only a matter of 
|imaginary costume. Then Lady Hamilton as‘ Nature.” ‘ Great 
Nature!” Is it possible? Her Ladyship aw naturel? It must 
have been a very cold Nature (not her character exactly), as her 
Ladyship is overpoweringly wrapped up (in herself ? Not unlikely), 
| and there is far more art than Nature in those Hamiltonian beawxr 
yeux. University men of ancient standing will pause before No. 
67, and shake their heads at The Reverend William Paley, who is 
here en é¢vidence. Perhaps this was not the Patgy. There are no 
‘**evidences’’ of his identity. Archdeacon was he? Well, there’s 
little that is arch about him except the nose, and with this he 
might have stood to REMBRANDT as the model of a Rabbi. It 
must be a speaking likeness; speaking through the nose. 
Now for GarnsporouGH. David Garrick, a perfect engraving, 
and at No. 80, George the Third, “a stipple engraving.” We 
| stipplelate for your examining this closely. Return to KomMNEy, 
and pounce on Mrs. Jordan as ‘‘ The Romp,” engraved by J. 
|OGBorNE. What a pretty woman! What eyes! She would be 
Leader of the Romp Parliament, if ever there were one with a 
‘* House of Ladies.’””’ More Lady Hamitrtons, and alllovely! Eng- 
‘land expects that every man will pay his duty to these present- 
ments of the object of Ngtson’s devotion. But how refreshing it 
is to pause before No. 153! Wuttram Maxkeprack THACKERAY 
| must have delighted in this picture, which, of course, he knew by 
| heart, every line of it; engraved by A. Carpon. Leave your 
card on H.R.H., for it is George, Prince of Wales, a slim, elegant 
warrior, leaning negligently against the war-horse which is proud 
of being in the service of the first gentleman in Europe. 
= ed —— Pass on! Here is Hoppner’s Mrs. Jordan as Hippolyta, by 
SO DASHED AWKWARD. DON’T YOU KNOW ! W. Warp. Wonderful costume for Hippolyta. Then 163, Lady 
: ara hie SR es _ | Louisa Manners, the most elegant manners, engraved by C. TURNER. 
South African Mitlionaire (to Impecunious Noblemam). ‘‘ NATURALLY | Pinish with pretty Lady Langham, engraved by C. Wruxin, and 
I CONSIDER IT A GREAT HONOUR THAT YOUR LORDSHIP SHOULD WISH | foythwith determine to revisit the glimpses of the Gallery and do it 
TO MARRY MY LITTLE GIRL; BUT—ER—IF YouR LORDSHIP WILL thoroughly. You can then make the acquaintance of alt the other 
PARDON THE QUESTION—WHAT MADE YOUR LORDSHIP’S CHOICE FALL charming personages from whom we unwillingly tear ourselves in 
ON MB? order to lunch lightly, more Italidno, or @4 la Francaise, not ten 
minutes’ walk from this. ‘‘ Yes! we together!” come along to 


Wortu HAvING.—Objection may be taken to the wording of the | meet Norma and Adalgisa, chez BELLINI, and 80 from these engra- 
advertisement, quoted infra, from a recent number of The Orms- | vings to our plates. 


kirk Advertiser. The language is not perfect, but the meaning is | 
plain enough, and opens up a field of speculation. 
the person who contributed some rubbish to one of the Clergy will call 





























Mr. Caries Boots is going to introduce to the public ‘‘ The 
’ ‘ a s ” ’ s * 

the said rubbish will be returned, together with a little good advice, | Case for Universal Old Age Pensions.” Considering the amounts 
which is evidently much needed. no case to hold them can be a very large one. 
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A POSSIBILITY OF THE FUTURE. 


TAXAMETER PERAMBULATORS, WITH LICENSED NURSEMAIDS, NUMBERED—AND, LET US HOPE, RESERVED. 
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“THE TUG OF——PEACE.” 


Lp I BE—ALONE! WERE ALL THESE THREE CHARMERS AWAY.” 


Samoa. ** How HAPPY COl 
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(UNDER THE LYCEUM ‘CONVENTION. 


RaRELY in the annals of the English or 
any other stage has there been known a 
serious drama with some eighty or ninet 
characters, men, women, and children, all 
named in the bill, and all with something, 
if only a monosyllabic shout, to say for 
themselves. This alone would make M. 
Victror1zN Sarpovu’s Robespierre, written 
for Sir Henry Irvine and his company, 
memorable above so many memorable 

ieces placed on the Lyceum stage by Sir 
Fawny. Every single person in_ these 
French revolutionary crowds has his or 
her distinctive characteristics, and among 
the aristocrats imprisoned in the Bastille, 
none — more forcibly to the tender 
sympathies of the audience than the two 
little children, bidding farewell to their 
parents condemned to the guillotine. 

That Sir Henry has wisely chosen in not 
making himself up to facially represent the 
cruel Republican tyrant every one wi 
agree; is not his nose his own to do as he 
likes with it? And if he turns it up at the 
idea of converting it into the semblance of 
Robespierre’s, who shall say him, in French, 
nez? In this character, drawn “ according 
to Sarpou,” the actor’s genius has had to 
represent well nigh every phase of the 
strongest human passions; and above all 
other difficulties he has had to vividly and 
incisively depict the expression and repres- 
sion of strong paternal love; while in 
another scene, when meeting once again 
with the woman whom, years ago, he has 
wronged, he has to convey the idea that his 
old love is so far resuscitated, that he is 
bent on any possible sacrifice to atone for 
the past. The great scene in the play is 
where Robespierre gradually discovers that 
he is on the point of condemning his own 
son to death. This situation is in every 
way a triumph for the dramatist and for 
the three actors concerned in it, FunLEeR 
MetiisH as Lebas, Kyr~tze BELLEW as 
Oliwier, and Irvine as Robespierre. Never 
has Sir Henry played with greater subtlety ; 
never has he been more powerful. 

The other scene that should be next in 
dramatic intensity is where Clarisse and 
Robespierre feverishly watch the procession 
of tumbrils, in order to see if their son is 
among the victims being carried to the 
sanguinary, insatiable guillotine. On the 
first representation Miss Terry appeared 
nervous, and the situation was therefore 
comparatively ineffective. 

The grim-goblin scene, where any num- 
ber of ghosts put in an appearance, is a 
mistake. One ghost, a mere shadow, would 
have been sufficient, as was Banquo’s, for 
the guilty conscience. But 


“ Now they comes by twos and threes, 
And now they comes by swarms!” 


The more the merrier. But merriment is 
not the object of this supernatural vision. 
_ The last scene is in every way a crown- 
ing triumph for every department of artistic 
stage-craft, and gives us an admirably-con- 
trived, and dramatically tragic finish, which 
would be perfect but for the French author’s 
politeness to the representative of his heroine, 
who, as the leading actress of the English 
stage, could not, with any show of dramatic 
pane, be Sele he from par- 
cipation in Ro ierre’s in onies. 
Why Clarisse and Marie Therese “Should 
have been present it is difficult to conceive. 
They had obtained their “passes” for 
England, where their lives would have 
been safe, while in Paris the revolutionary 
ruffians would have psid no more heed to 
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STRIKING SITUATION. 
Sir Henry Robespierre-Irving (regarding the action of Laurence Tallien-Irving in the tribune, 


Scene 2, Act V.). ‘‘My Boy CAN ‘RENDER’ A PLAY INTO ENGLISH ! 
A CHIP OF THE OLD BLOcK! 


HE can Act!!! 


sex, or signatures, than would Dennis the 
hangman and his drunken crew to their | 
female victims in the Gordon riots. SarDou 
ought to have been hard-hearted, and over 
his Hall of the National Convention he 
should have written up, ‘Ladies not 
admitted.” 

This is the only mistake; and it is em- 
phasised by the fact that nothing whatever | 
is gained by it. The death by suicide of 
Robespierre is sufficient for the situation. | 
All interest in the former relations existing | 
between him and Clarisse has long ago | 
been lost, nor does any one care a rap| 
whether he is, or is not, recognised as father | 
by his long-lost son, Olwier. KyrLtE BELLEW 
stands in the corner with a pistol, but it 
is evident that “subsequent proceedings | 


HE CAN SPEAK!! 
He’tt po!” 


interested him no more;” while the 
audience are solely concerned in the fate of 
Robespierre. 

Reduce the ghosts to one; abbreviate 
Scene 1, Act ., and Sir Henry, with 
all concerned in the production, may be 
heartily congratulated on the great and 
probably lasting success of Robesmerre. 








By Ong on THE Rank.— Look ’ere, if 
‘osses could ’ave a Council o’ Guardians to 
look after their hinterests, where in the 
United Kingdom would be their fittest 
place o’ meetin’? You don’t know ? 
Can’t you guess? Well, ‘Os-westry,” o’ 
course. Any Os-westry-man could tell you 
that. 
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Crossing-Sweeper (to Brown, whose greatest pride is his new brougham, diminutive driver, d&c.). ‘‘’IGH! Stop! You ’vE Lost 
SOMETHIN’—THE COACHMAN !” 














AIRS RESUMPTIVE. 
(Muscular Women Series.) 


III.—Tue “ Guineas” 
FROM NEWMARKET TO G-RT-N, 
I. 
I swune to the saddle, and Doris, and she ; 
[ pedalled, Joan pedalled, we pedalled all three ; 
** Well done !"’ yelled the paddock; the ’Varsity yelled ; 
‘** Done!” echoed the bookie whose bullion I held; 
As with bells hard a-ringing and horns going Toot! 
We debouched from the Ring on the Bottisham route. 
Il. 
Conversation was none; we were nursing our breath, 
As we rode, knee to knee, in the silence of death ; 
Not a lurch was observed, not a wobble was felt, 
When I hitched up my bloomers and tightened my belt ; 
Then stooped to the wind with my back like a bow, 
And my gear at a hundred-and-sixty or so. 
III. 
Our way at Quywater was queered by a cow, 
But we stove in her haunches, I never knew how; 
At Teversham Joan had a touch of the cramp, 
Her nose being rather too near to her lamp ; 
And at Barnwell, in dodging a beast of a mule, 
We were into the ruck of a primary school. 
IV. 
Three moribund infants lay out in our wake 
As we panted “So long! ”—for appearance’s sake ; 
Some sort of a Nemesis chased us in carts, 
But we scorched at our bravest and swallowed our hearts ; 
King’s turrets in sight! we were over the worst, 
When the Dunlop of Joan met a bottle and burst! 
v. 
I omit to record the expressions she used, 
With a list of the various parties accused ; 
We remarked on her lack, but declined to alight, 
Though our hubs weré red-hot and our bearings were tight ; 


; on, How THEY BROUGHT THE Goop NEws 





And what alterations 


So we splashed through a puddle and spurted again 
Past Midsummer Common and into the Lane. 


VI. 

To the right with a skid at the gutter we raced ; 

By the Union a couple of cabs were displaced ; 

My off-knicker was rent and the knee showing through, 

But we flattened our chests on the handles, and flew ; 

We were flush with the bridge, we were flying the Cam, 

When Doris was heard to say something like ‘‘ Dear me !’ 
vil. 

She was right—as she proved to me, later, in bed 

For her axle had split, and the same with her head ; 

Though I guessed she had gone to her ultimate slee), 

Yet I shouted a ‘‘ Righto!”’ and shot up the steep ; 

For [ still had to tackle the best of a league, 

And my treadles were showing a trace of fatigue. 


VIII. 
I was up to the Castle and clear of the town, 
With my tongue hanging out and my hair coming down ; 
Then I rose in my seat and went out of my mind 
To the clink of our winnings that waggled behind ; 
Clapped my boots, waived my brake, ran amuck through a dog, 
Till at last into G-rt-n I fell like a log. 

Ix. 

Of the rest I remember a roar of applause 
As I lay with a splinter of spoke in my jaws ; 
There was whiskey for one and an oil-bath for two, 
Which they said, very frankly, was only our due, 
Who had broken the record, and several teeth, 
In conveying their yellow-boys home from the Heath. 


’ 








Important to Etonians and Others. 


Dagar Mr. Puncn,—The Times says that “the whipping ar- 
rangements on the Opposition side will undergo a considerable 
| alteration.” Is that to apply to Parliament only, or is it general ? 

will | bes be at Public Schools ? How about 
Eton, where the “block system ” still flourishes like a green bay 
|swish? Yours, 


Prima CULPA. 
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“ DRINK, PRETTY CREATURE, DRINK!” 


[ The liquor traffic in West Africa amongst the natives is discreditable to 
the British race and derogatory to true Imperialism.””-—Mr. Chamberlain. | 
Tue dew was falling fast; the stars began to blink ; 
I heard a voice; it said, ‘‘ Drink, pretty creature, drink!” 
And looking through the gloom, before me I espied 
A British merchant with a nigger at his side. 


’T was little Porokoxo, a black of beauty rare ; 

He wore a string of beads and fuzzy-wuzzy hair, 
And on his dusky breast, from alcohol to save him, 
Was pinned a ribbon blue, a missionary gave him. 


The Briton had a bottle—a bottle large and bright, 
And Potokoko’s eyes did pment at the sight. 
‘“‘ Drink, pretty creature, drink!’’ He coaxed in such a way 


That Poroxoko flung his ribbon blue away. 


He stretched his eager hand ; the bottle swift he seized ; 
He grinned, as people do when they are very pleased. 

I thought, as I did watch the British merchant’s phiz, 
Could - but rhyme like me, he'd sing as follows, viz. :— 


‘* What ails thee, little Nig? I’ve rum and gin for thee ; 
The more that thou eanst drink the better, sweet, for me. 
Come ope thy mouth and drink as much as thou mayst please, 
I only ask thy goods and chattels such as these : 

“Thou hast a hut, my Nig, and cattle, two or three, 

And ivory and wives. Just pass them on to me, 

And I will fill thee full as oft as thou canst come 

With stuff that we will call, for decency’s sake, rum. 

** So long as thou hast aught that I —4 | care to prig, 

I will supply thy wants and love thee, little Nig. 

Thou still hast assets worth a pound or two, I think, 

So, whilst thou hast a sou, drink, pretty creature, drink!” 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 


THE world will have to wait some time for Mr. Jonn Mortey’s 
life of GLADSTONE. Messrs. CassELL step in with a volume under 
their arms that will in the meanwhile excellently serve. Under 
the capable editorship of Sir Wemyss Rem the work is accom- 

lished upon a new and particularly appropriate plan. Men less 

aring than Mr. Morey have stood aghast at the prospect of, 

single-handed, dealing with the manifold evolutions and involu- 
tions of a long, busy, and brilliant career. It was peculiarly a 
case in which the —— of the syndicate might be adapted to 
biography. Sir Wemyss Rerp selected some half-dozen men, and 
assigned to each a particular aspect of the stupendous work of 
which circumstances made him especially Seanlllen. The result 
is a harmonious whole, a chorus to which each trained voice lends 
style and force. The volume is profusely illustrated with repro- 
ductions of pictures and engravings unattainable in ordinary way. 
How such a handsome volume of over 700 pages can be turned 
out at the price of 7s. 6d. is beyond the usually sufficient com- 
prehension of my Baronite. 

“Extensive and peculiar” is ‘“‘the knowledge of London” 
possessed by two collaborating authors, playfullv styling them- 
selves “Pot” and ‘“‘Swears,” joint authors of The Scarlet City 
(Sanps & Co.). These gentlemen are evidently of the ancient Tom 
and Jerry family, with, to perfect the trio, one Antony Fuller as 
“the Oxonian.” Messrs. Tom and Jerry, juniores, have a pleasant 
knack of relating their boyish escapades; and this portion of the 
book, though it may be “ caviare to the general,” will probably be 
read with some interest by old Etonians. Contemporaries of 
these two scribes may find some amusement in puzzling out the 
identity of certain persons, of high and low degree, well known 
about town within the last thirty years, who appear on the scene 
in disguises furnished them by the light-hearted costumiers of 
the House of Por and Swears. The few dramatic situations are 
not as strong as, occasionally, is the language, for which, perhaps, 
Sweaks is responsible 

The proper study of womankind is woman. In Brass (HutcHn- 
son), Miss Netiig Buissett pursues it with bitter avidity. She 
has achieved the success of making her heroine about as bad a lot 
as is usually turned out from the machine-room of modern novels. 
In her (to my Baronite) pleasing view of humanity, she is uncom- 
promisingly consistent. All her women are mean or bad; all her 
men are good and noble. Perha 
Cardinals should be; but then he is handsome, with exquisite 
manner. The opening chapters are made a little tiresome b 
smart talk affecting ——. knowledge of the world. The wor 
improves, till in the end it finely closes in the tragedy of the Bad 








oman, the loneliness and despair of the Good Man. 
© ought, writes a Junior Baron, all to do what we can 





to cheer up Mr, Ersson the author of Oswald 


BERKLEY, 











the Cardinal is no better than | L 
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First Art Student. ‘‘How MANY DID YOU SEND, CLARA, TO THE 
AcADEMyY ?” Clara. ‘* SIXTEEN.” 

First Art Student. ‘‘ Bur ONLY EIGHT IS THE LIMIT.” 

Clara. ‘*‘ WELL, | 8ENT SIXTEEN SO THAT THEY COULD PICK EIGHT 
FROM THEM!” 


Steele (JoHn Lone). He simply wallows in misery chin 
deep. ith a fearful recklessness, he tears the mask from 
our conventions and ourselves, and sends us out into the 
pitiless world stripped of disguise and wretched to the core. 
At a tender age Nellie Treherne marries Oswald Steele, a 
colossus of bigotry and pigheadedness. After her marriage she 
thinks for herself, finds Oswald to be a first-class fraud, and, 
leaving her domestic tangle, sets up as a free and independent 
woman. She worships the young and beautiful Bernard Danvers, 
and nurses him through his last illness. Fortunately, her husband 
doesn’t turn up until Danvers has been dead a good minute and a 
half, thus avoiding a good deal of sentiment and trouble. There 
is also a Mr. Culross, a philanthropic free-thinker, who persuades 
Nellie to believe with him that marriage without ‘ absolute affinity” 
is misery, that most marriages are therefore miserable, and that 
men and women who love, and wish to continue loving, had better 
not marry. Oswald having obtained a divorce, Culross proves his 
firm belief in his dreadful doctrines by proposing to make love to 
the divorcée, and the end of the book allows us (though the language 
is ambiguous) to hope that they mean to be married and miserable. 
Cheer up, Erszon! I fancy you are still a young man, and there ’s 
any amount of fun for you in life if you ’ll only take it; you ’re 
hard-working, as a story-teller you have a certain gift for arousing 
interest, you handle your characters with some vigour—not so 
bay eg perhaps, as some of the more priggish of them ought 
to be handled, but let that pass—and you can write; but, dash it 
all, man, 7 ay 3 re and | Fema = a and 
empty problems so of gloom and despondency ain, 
of do tt differently. Tae BaRon DE BW. 








An Assgy Taoucut.— The “ Primrose Day” was at Westminster 
Abbey last Thursday, when Lady Peacy Primrose was married to 
ord Crewe. His lordship may remember the lilt of the old song, 
‘When first I saw sweet Pzaey,” and ever keep the line green in 
his memory. Often have we heard the expression used as to some 
one marrying, that he is “not simply marrying the bride, but the 
whole family.” But what is this to Lady Peccy, née Primrosz, 
who has not married a Captain, but a Crewe! And so these 
Abbey marriage lines start from the station, Westminster, which, 
for the nonce, became “‘ Crewe Junction.” 
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bai ftiday | 
Breet fetid a 


Vicar (who has introduced ‘‘ Gregorian” tones into his service). *‘ WELL, Mr. RocERs, HOW 
DID YOU LIKE OUR Music? TRADITION SAYS, YOU KN@W, THAT THOSE PsALM TUNES ARE 
THE ORIGINAL ONES COMPOSED BY Kine Davin.” 

Flippant Parishioner. ‘‘ REALLY? THEN I NO LONGER WONDER WHY SAUL THREW HIS 





JAVELIN AT HIM!” 






























A BACTERIOLOGICAL BALLADE. 


WHETHER comes Spring with balmy air, 
Or Summer, statelier of guise, 

Or Autumn with ripe peach and pear, 
Or Winter with its scowling skies ; 

What time the harassed mortal tries 
His fears to cheat a little space, 


Comes pedant Science in, and cries, 
“Lo! Microbes lurk in every place.” 
“Ah! Toy not with Nezra’s hair! 


Shun LataGe, with laughing eyes, 
Whose dainty lips are but a lair 

Where many a dire Bacillus lies. 
Quaff not from streams that bubbling rise ! 

Peer through this microscope, and trace 
Each hidden form that terrifies— 

Lo! Microbes lurk in every place.” 


Thus Science, and awhile dull care 
All joy of life to life denies ; 








Till courage, nurtured of despair 

Comes in our fears to paralyse. 
And bursting their grim tyrannies, 

Our feeble soul takes heart of grace, 
Till that sad menace it defies— 

‘*Lo! Microbes lurk in every place.” 


Envoy. 
Why study folly of the wise. 
To shrink from LataGar’s embrace, 
And spurn the sweets all mortals prize, 
If microbes lurk in every place ? 








Superlative Assurance. 


Papa (to Little Curis). I can’t quite 
understand you. Was it Mr. Jonss, or 
Mr. Davip Jonss, or Mr. GrirFitH JONEs, 
whom you met ? 

Little Chris (stoutly). All I know is, it was 
the third eldest Mr. Jonss. 





A MORAL METROPOLIS. 


Mr. Samvuet Smits thinks that the Lon- 
don County Council should be the censor 
of plays. But whystop there? The Council 
cannot be expected to occupy itself only with 
mere ordinary municipal matters of paving, 
sanitation, lighting, and drinking supply, 
of earth, air, fire and water; it must have 
other and vaster fields of activity. Let it 
control the morals not enly of the theatres, 
but of the whole metropolis. Let its inspec- 
tors be ubiquitous. There are many vices. 

There is gluttony. In every one of the 
expensive London restaurants — in the 
cheaper ones such supervision would be 
needless—inspectors would be present. As 
soon as any one, tempted by the triumphs of 
the cook, seemed to have passed the limit 
of satisfying his natural hunger. he would 
be courteously but firmly stopped, and con- 
ducted to the door. So also the glutton in 
rare wines and choice cigars would be 
checked in his immoral attempts to increase 
the revenue. 

There is pride. There are numbers of 
women everywhere in gorgeous clothes, cut 
to the latest fashion. They would be at 
first warned, and then arrested and fined. 
It would be decided that the circumference 
of every woman’s waist should be twice the 
circumference of her neck, and that the 
heels of her boots should be no higher than 
the soles. Ofcourse, only female inspectors 
would be employed for these duties, unlike 
the practice in the present immoral County 
Courts, where the judges freely discuss, and 
even inspect the details of women’s clothing. 
There would also be a strict supervision of 
men’s dress. Coloured neckties. glazed 
shirt-collars and white spats would be rigor- 
ously forbidden. But pride in other forms 
—in houses. equipages, servants, amuse- 
ments—would be checked with as firm a 
hand. No one would be allowed to occupy 
the whole of a house assessed at more than 
£100a year. The meet of the Four-in-Hand 
Club would only be licensed if each of the 
coaches was drawn by two cart-horses. 
Liveries for men servants, a degrading badge 
of servitude, would be abolished. Club ser- 
vants would wear tweed suits. Racing 
would, of course, be forbidden, and polo 
also, except on bicycles. The boxes at the 
Opera would be reserved, without payment, 
for members of the Council exclusively. 
Street organs, far from being abolished, 
would be more encouraged even than at 
present, since the most rigid moralist could 
not consider them luxuries. 

There is avarice. Any rich man found in 
an omnibus would be forced to take one of 
the Council’s cabs, and pay sixpence over 
the legal taxameter fare. 

There is extravagance. Any poor man 
found in a cab would be forced to ride in 
one of the Council’s tramcars, at a farthing 
for five miles. 

There is gambling. The games at all 
clubs would be limited to chess. draughts. 
patience, and beggar-my-neighbour, all 
played without money. Marbles would be 
strictly forbidden. 

And there are other vices. If all were 
checked. and gradually abolished, the 
metropolis would be absolutely moral. 
But, as a beginning, the Countv Council, or 
Parliament, or somebody, might even now 
regulate the streets at night so that Mr. 
Samvet Sra, or any other decent person, 
could walk along Piccadilly without annoy- 
ance. Perhaps Mr. SmrrH would suggest this. 








‘““ Unper Arms.”—Ribs. 
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INVOLUNTARY SCHOOLS. 


Purpit-TEACHER (just appointed). “*‘ WHAT, SIR! AIN’T I GOING TO BE EDDICATED ANY MORE ?” 
Str J-un G-rst (Vice-President Education Council), ‘NO, MY LITTLE MAN, MY INFALLIBLE GOVERNMENT 
SAYS YOU ’RE TO TEACH ALL THE OTHER CHILDREN!” 
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THE RETORT- DISCOURTEOUS. 


She. ‘‘ AH, IT WAS VERY DIFFERENT BEFORE WE WERE MARRIED. THEN MY WORD WAS Law!” } 
He. ‘“‘AND A VERY VULGAR WORD, TOO, MY DEAR.” 








j . _ attempted to take refugein the pulpit before . 
NEWS FOR LONDONERS. nen hoch had been done tothe structure. THE DECOY BIKE, 
(According to Regulation.) The laughing hyena made his appearance in| IT was an ancient wayside inn, 
s -§ the infants’ school, and still occupies the For years left high and dry ; 
LOCUM-ON-SEA. private room of the head teacher. The lion Though thousands on the road would spin, 


Tue inhabitants of this popular place} cannot be found. The townspeople, how- They always passed it by. 
have been in a ferment of excitement during | ever, are on the alert, and seem to be taking| = pwe. shanty-like within, without 
the past week. On Monday a new shelte- | considerable interest in the recaptures. A The taproom smelt of mould : . 



























on the sea-front was opened to the public | slump has occurred in bath chairs. : “6 ’ ” 
informally by his Worship the Mayor, and FoagGINGTON-oN-THE-F'0028 elie semen a. — 
on Friday most of the residents watched ar cere , ee 
the progress of a motor car passing through | __!¢ is still raining here. Another landlord took the place, 
the town, evidently en route for Midge- An enterprising man ; 
borough. The weather is rather unsettled, A. _| POST OFFICE TELEG And soon his custom grew apace, 
and the sea excursions by steamboat de- Prt acne Se ——— Due to a simple plan. 
light ‘ul. Uloce of Ongin and Service instructions Words x Se Since Beauty by a single hair 
TOTTERVILLE. wes ‘Seis Can draw a crowd along, 
‘ On Friday the Theatre Royal was occupied os al Se And Beauty’s mere footprints ensnare 
by a band of most talented amateurs who| —— —————j}_|_ fw. The giddy-minded throng, 
played a new comedy written by one of tineatteg tA A pair of female bikes he hired, 


And left outside his door ; 
No further outlay was required 
His fortunes to restore. 


The cycling crowd that passed his porch 
The coy machines espied ; 

Dismounting where they used to scorch, 
They thought to flirt inside. 


The house was crowded, especially in the} = 
cheaper — the — in the pit} ¢ % 
running nearly into two figures. he | ssc) “Peas 
Assembly Rooms are being painted, and are} \~ |—;—- 
expected to open shortly. A visit from] 2° dees 
Professor PLANTAGENET aud his performing] ,, 
mouse is expected before the close of the} =’ 


’ , - 12 T f mM A 
ce) q ~ 





season. grt | Oe VU They drew a blank; and privily 
RESTBOROUGH-ON-THE-SLUMBER. wrstner | Ypahes y | wan at the aout man maenee ; 
The inhabitants of this peaceful r carn site OS eprag e great was DONIFACE Ss glee, 
were rather alarmed on Tuesday > FROM | Wallin K. Poli daw As they his liquor quaffed. 
animals of a travelling menagerie escaping | ___|rmamew: nator 1 conden, 1F NOT TO RETELEORAPED, What matter though but once they came ? 
from their cages and roaming at large in en ee eg The stock of fools is great ! 
the High Street. The elephant was fortu-} Porrion or A TELEGRAPH Form FouND Mine Host still plays his artful game, 











nately recovered in the church, where he had SOMEWHERE THIS WEEK. Fond youths still take the bait. 
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You NEVER SEE HER WITHOUT HER 


‘*Tuat ’s Mrs, Firz-Jones, 
HvusBAND AND HER DACHSHUND.” 
‘*WEUL, THEY MAKE A VERY Goop Parr.” 





A SKIPPER’S LIFE; OR, UNDER FOUR SOVEREICNS 
(I.¢., thirty shillings the three volumes—half calf), 


Von. I. 

1807. April 1—Born. Begin to understand there must be 
something wrong about the date of my birth. When I am old 
enough to talk—will ask father to explain. 

June 9.—Growing. 

Aug. 12.—Grouse shooting commences. Still growing. 

1817. Nov. 5.— Brother and self met father being carried 
through the streets on a chair. Quite a crowd following. Guv’nor 
seems to be earning a lot. He said it was time brother and self 
chose a profession. Brother and self retired to consult. 

Nov. 7.—Brother and self decided to go to sea. Father told us 
to go to the Dee. 

Nov. 8.—Brother and self fought over the subject. He licked 
me, but I gave him twopence and a broken penknife to say I 
licked him. Done! 

Nov. 9th.—Lord Mayor’s Show. Brother and self occupied 
seats on rail at back of Lord Mayor’s carriage. Great enthusiasm. 

1819. March 1.—Great event of my life. 
man on board the Royal Heaver, coal-barge, stationed at Blac 
wall, by the kindness of H.R.H. the Duke of PurFiLekrt. 

March 3.—Dirty work. Grub always bread and cheese. Language 
awful. Wrote to father for loan of sixpence and clean collar. 











March 4.—No answer from father. Wrote again. 

May 9.—At last heard from father, in language resembling that 
of the captain of the Royal Heaver. 

Dec. 10.—Fell overboard. Saved washing bill. Father pleased. 

1822. Home at last, after three years’ service, with good 
character and cracked voice. Father delighted with my moustache, 
Disillusioned—only coal-dust, which came off on family oscula. 
tion. Next ten years spent in eating and growing. 

Dec. 25.—Christmas Day. 

1824. Jan. 1.—New Year’s Day. Remember drinking old year 
out, but can’t remember drinking new year in. 
June 9.—Hurrah! Through the influence of my old friend the 


| Earl of BrntinesearTE, got appointed as first officer to the cruiser, 


| The Royal Hoy—no decker and one master—at Margate. 





| 


Nice 
place. 

June 10.—Commissioned crew—viz., Sir Jonn Tar (sailsman) 
and my cousin the Hon. Frank Kipper (tiller). 
The latter very sharp chap for ten years of age. 

June 12.—First sail. Nasty swell. Only two passengers. Sir 
Joun Tar, Hon. Frank, and self much upset. Two passengers 
all right, and kindly brought us back safely to Jarvis’s landing- 
stage. 

ept. 1.—Season over. Paid off crew. Partridge season com- 
mences. No gun, and—no partridges. 


Vou. II. 


1842. Feb. 30.—Time flies. My birthday. Thirty-five to-day. 
Only thirty-four yesterday. Wonderful! Studied steam. Still 
confused about date of birth. Don’t see date mentioned in 

anac. 

Feb. 31, I mean, March 2.—Still studying steam. Marvellous 
invention, steam! 

May 7.—Owing to the kind influence of my old friend, Admiral 
Sir Kzzt Upparps, was appointed captain of the paddle steam 
cruiser Royal Putney. 

— 19.—Overhauled ship. Not satisfied with the main braces. 
Bought a new pair. 

June 4.—Said ‘ good-bye” to friends at London Bridge, and 
started under full steam for first cruise to Kew. Went aground 
off Chelsea Reach. Tide went down and left us hard and dry on 
the bank. Crew behaved splendidly. They saw all passengers 
walk safely ashore before going themselves. I was the last to 
leave the s ip. 

June 5.—Nasty letter from the Admiralty concerning the 
stranding of the Royal Putney. Not being accustomed to be 
dictated to, wrote a strong letter back demanding an apology. 

June 10.—No reply yet from the Admiralty. Wrote a still 
stronger letter. 

June 11.—Reply from Admiralty at last. Got the sack. Married 
about this time. 

July 4.—Americans still independent. By the kind influence of 


Both nice men. 


| my old friend, Sir Pretne Horgxts, the Admiralty apologised, and 
gave me the command of the Royal Bunker, two mast screw. 





Appointed —ou4 | ceiver’s Office. 





1842 to 1862.—Active service India, London, China, Barbadoes, 
Cardiff, Sarawak, Philippines, Newcastle, Porto Rico, Middles- 
borough, Suez and Grand Junction Canals—chiefly timber, jute, 
coals, pig iron, Dutch cheese, cattle and convicts. Splendid time. 

1863. Xmas Day.—Found my boy, who had been a baby, quite 
a young man. Nice fellow. 

Bowing Day.—Paid boy’s Cambridge debts. By an oversight 
I forgot to mention I was present at the siege of Sebastopol at the 
Surrey Gardens. Exciting work. 


Von. III. 


My last volume is pretty nearly in the following style, so you 
may skip it if you like. 

1871. June.—My reign at sea over, alas! Parting from the old 
ship Royal Bunker at Thames Wharf quite affecting. Bought 

resents and souvenirs for the entire Royal Family. This is the 
ast of my four sovereigns. 

July.—Greatly rejoiced at receiving a letter from the Admiralty 
House, Devonport, appointing me Governor of the old Eddystone 
Lighthouse, erected on the Hoe, Plymouth. Pleased to see all old 
friends and new. Admission 3d. Tar! Tar! 








“New Hatrrenny Datry.”—Sir,—I see this advertisement 
everywhere. Through your columns I wish to say that if, un- 
conditionally, any one will give me “a new halfpenny daily,” J *U 

ke it. Can't say fairer.—Address, Markis of KasHpown, Re- 





SuGGEsTION FoR ANY Marine Artist (who would paint the 
picture of a Lord High Admiral).—He would only have to repre- 
sent a great swell and a dandy-rig, and the thing is done! 
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| Don Jost. 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 
ExTRACTED FROM THE Drary oF Tosy, M.P. 
House of Commons, Monday, April 17.— 
“ Certain bills brought into the House have,” 
Sark says, “two distinct sources of interest. 
One is on their own account; the other, | 


THE CROMWELL 


Oliver Harcourt (the Puritan of Finance). 


because they happen to be in charge of 


circumstance is quite sufficient to impel 
to opposition. I believe that if it fell to 
Don Jos&’s lot to introduce the millennium 
there is a considerable minority in the 
House of Commons who would carp at it.” 
Something in this, as appears from busi- 
ness to-night. First order is the Small 
Houses Bill. It is admittedly an improve- 
ment on similar measures framed with 
identical object. In 1893 such a Bill, intro- 
duced by private member, met with chorus 
of approval that carried it through second 
reading without division. Amongst those 
who applauded were right honourable 
or ga now seated on Front Opposition 
3ench. Yet when Don Joss, turning his 


matters, makes the subject his own, con- 
tumely and scorn are poured upon his 
benevolent head. 

The BramEtess Bartiey, who strongly 
supported similar Bill in other hands, 
suspiciously sniffs at Don Josi’s appear- 
ance in this galley. ‘ What,” he asks, “is 
the meaning of this remarkable extension 
of the Colonial Office?” As for Don Jost, 








he sits patient, uncomplaining, bearing with 








For many members this last | 


mind from imperial eares to domestic | 





even pathetic resignation this new cross. 
Why should his personal connection with 


any particular business at home or abroad | he made his mark. Not approvin 


ever evoke acrimony? Not as if he were 
in the habit of making things uncom- 
fortable for other persons. A milder, meeker, 
less belligerent person, does not walk the 








TERCENTENARY. 
“Take away that ignominious object!” 


dewy mead. If any one smites him on the 
left cheek, swift he turns his right and begs 
the assailant to oblige. If one in mistake 
takes his coat from his particular peg, he 
runs after him with somebody else’s cloak, 
and beseeches him to take that also. 

In the course of official correspondence 
with an angered Boer he, regardless of cable 
expenses. coos the enquiry. “‘ How is Mrs. 
| Krierer?’’ Yet, as we see, when he attempts 
to serve humanity by bringing in a harmless 
little Bill, it is bitterly assailed, not only 
from the Opposition side (that could be 
| endured), but from friends and companions 
dear on the benches near him. 

Very strange, quite incomprehensible. The 


hands, some confused remarks, and abrupt 
withdrawal. It was on Small Houses = 
it, he 
decided to abstain from division, and this is 
how he announced his intention : 
“The principle of the Bill is dangerous, 
and I cannot support it. So I shall follow 
the example of an Irish friend, who, in a 
pregnant ull, said he should record his vote 
y walking out of the House.” 
STANLEY LEIGHTON represents an agricul- 
tural district, and should be an authority on 
the subject of stock. To others not less well 
placed for obtaining information, the kind 
alluded to is distinctly novel. 
StTEaDMAN of Stepney, emulous of pre- 
eminence of London, not disposed to have 
the prize bull carried off by The Man from 
Shropshire. Certainly ran him pretty hard 
for the first place. London Water Com- 
anies Bill under discussion. Harry SIMEON 
AMUEL, member for Limehouse, ventured 
to express opinion on subject. STEADMAN 
of Stepney gazed with manifest scorn ona 
man who, as he said, “lives in the West 
End and represents an East End constitu- 
ency.” 
** Sir,” he continued, with a gesture sug- 
= of wrapping his toga closer round 
is corduroys, ‘I not only represent my 
constituency, I live in it, and, Mr, SPEAKER, 
I was practically born in it.” 

SreapMAN of Stepney stood bewildered 
under the flood of laughter that greeted his 
remark, When it subsided he condescended 
to explanation. ‘‘ When I say I was prac- 
tically born in Stepney, I mean I was born 
in an adjacent constituency.” 

That made things quite clear, and the 
London Water Bill was read a third time. 

Business done.—House counted out at a 
quarter to nine. 


Thursday.—Since Sam Smrrx confided to 
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study of mankind by man may be proper ; 
| it is sometimes puzzling. 


| speakers agree in describing as so insignifi- 
| cant as not to be worth talking about. 
Tuesday. — Stantgy LeicHTon doesn’t 
often light on a good thing. For the most 
pert he lives up to character of The Man 
rom Shropshire, wittily assigned him years 
ago by Ggorce TrevatyaN. Like that 
hapless suitor, his appearance in debate is 
marked by sudden inrush, a wild waving of 


Business done.—Night spent in haggling | 
{round Small Houses Bill, which most} 





Mr. Sr-nu-y L-Gcut-n is astounded to find 
himself the breeder of a historic “‘ bull.’’ 



























































































| doesn’t seem to have any friends. 
| pass all the same. 
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TELEGRAPHY. 


Tharks to the wonderful discoveries of Signor Mareont, ‘‘ Question time” in the House will, of 


courae, be revolutionised. 


Sir H. CampseLL-BANNERMAN may here be seen silently catechising 


the Leader of tha House as to the course of business. 


the House how, entering a ritualistic church 
he found the sacred edifice so darkened that 
he reached a particular pew only by “ fol- 
lowing the rustle of a petticoat,” he has 
distinctly fallen in opinion of assembl 

accustomed to regard him as a nineteent 

eentury St. ANTHONY. Débdcle completed by 
fresh confession of human weakness made 
to-night with same charming innocence. 
Seems that SamuzL, temporarily quitting 
the church, has been prowling round un- 
named and unrecognisable London theatres. 
Discovers that ‘‘some of the plays are of 
depraving character”; calls upon Home 
SecRETARY to put end to this kind of thing 
by placing theatres under control of London 
younty Council. 

Mvch curiosity to know where SAMUEL 
has been. Of course, no man, however 
good, would, sheltered by the privileges of 
Parliament, attempt to cast a slur upon an 
honourable profession unless he wal per- 
sonally vouch for accuracy of the grave 
charge advanced. Prerpornt attempts to 
draw Samvugt along this line. as he 
given to the Homg Secretary the names 
of tne plays to which he refers? and is he 
judging from his personal knowledge ? 

Samvugt toall the simplicity of a dove adds 
some of the wisdom of the serpent. He 
makes no response. HoME DECRETARY 
reads frigid official reply, and the mystery 
of the locality of Samurt’s new field of 
philandering remains in obscurity. 

Business done.—Budget pounded away at 
in Committee. SgqurrE or MaLwoop calls it 
‘“‘an ignominious Budget.” It oor 

i 


Friday.—CAWMELL-BANNERMAN did fine 
stroke of business for Liberal Party when 
he induced Herpert GuapsTong to under- 
take duties of Opposition Whip. A perfect 
illustration of the happy concatenation of 
circumstance sometimes described as fit- 
ting the square peg in the square hole. 
HERBERT has lived through peculiarly 
trying times, and come out scathless. He 
has never trafficked on the heritage of a 
great name, has, rather, habitually tried to 
efface himself. His constitutional modesty 
has had effect of inducing other people to 
accept his value at the very low price he puts 





on it himself. His father made Markisses, 
dukes, and a’ that. After long interval, he 
made son Hersert a Junior Lord of the 
Treasury. It was only when Mr. G. re- | 
tired from the scene that his son received | 
something like recognition of his services | 
and his talents. As First Commissioner of 
Works he started the scheme of improve- 
ment in the Parliament Street approaches 
to Westminster Abbey and the Houses of 
Parliament, which his successor is splen- 
didly carrying out. That a pretty fair record 
for a still young Minister. As Whip, he will 
have opportunities for more rapid advance- 
ment to Cabinet rank. 

Business done.—In Committee of Supply. | 








HOW TO SETTLE IT. 


Ir is rumoured that, as the result of 
various recent negotiations, a prospectus, of | 
which the following is a summary, will be 
issued at the end of the month. The List of | 
Applications will probably be opened on 
May Ist at 55 pM., and closed on 
May 2nd at 12.5 a.m. It is believed that 
during that time the share capital will be 
applied for many times over. 


Tae TRANSVAAL, LIMITED. 


Authorised Share Capital £1.000,000,000, 
divided into 1,000,000,000 Ordinary Shares 
of £1 each. Issue of £500,000,000 Ordi- 
nary Shares at £100 premium, and of 
£2,500,000,000 2. per cent. First Mortgage 
Debenture Stock at par. 

Trustee for the Debenture Stockholders. 
His Highness the Prince of Monaco. 
Directors. 

H.I.M. the German Empsror, Chairman. | 
The Right Hon. Cectt Raopgs, Managing 
Director. 

*Paut Kriaesr, Esq. 

(* Will join the Board after allotment.] 

Solicitors for the Company.—Messrs. Bruin, 
Jans and Rosinzoun, Pretoria. 

Bankers.—The Principal Banks through- 
out the World. 

Secretary.—Dr. Lryps. 

Registered Office.—Pretoria, South Africa. 

This Company has been formed to acquire 





the very valuable property known as the 
Transvaal, and situated in South Africa. 
All the necessaries and luxuries of life, 
including gold and dust and gold-dust, are 
produced in incredible profusion, with the 


| solitary exception of water, which is at 


times scarce. This deficiency is, however, 
guarded against by the importation of vast 

uantities of champagne. It is estimated 
that the property, under good management, 
will produce a revenue sufficient to pay the 
interest on the debentures, and, probably, 
a dividend of 75 per cent. on the ordinary 
shares, which are therefore issued at a 
slight premium. 








OUR CITY COLUMN. 

Money was in strong demand, but is by 
no means in plentiful supply. 

The discount market continues firm in 
view of the uncertainty of the outlook, so 
look out. 

Consols down: no consolation. Influenza 
about, but a more healthy tone prevails on 
the Stock Exchange. 

In the American and Spanish Markets 
Contangos and Fandangoes doing well. 

Stocks in bloom. Grand Trunk Locks 
opened well. Later in the day the Trunks 
were closed. 

Salt and sugar shares have been weak, 
there being many sellers in small quantities, 
chiefly salt-sellers. 

There is a run on cycles, but uncertain, 
and a fall is to be feared. 

An offer was made to take 5,000 Singers 
at 9s., probably for an operatic tour in the 
United States. Good figures can always 
command better prices in the Empire, 
Alhambra, and similar Companies. 











FARMER PADEREWSKI, 
{According to the Daily News, M. PADRREWSKI 
hopes to breed some prize cattle. } 
Fancy Prophetic Portrait of the eminent Pianist, 
if he takes to farming and thrives on it. 
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